MQSCOW, Dec. 18 (Reuters)
—Following, in weofficial trans-
lation, is the text of an article
in lzvestiz hused on an inter-
view with Harold A. R. Phiihy,
a Briton who spied for Moscow
and now is @ Soviet eitizen:

A frosty December marn-
jng. The night's gloom has
not yet left the snow-covered
streets. The trees on Gogol
Bowlevard are covered with 2
Fuzzy hoarfrost. At the trol-
levbus stop stands a chain of
people, wiping their cheeks
and stamping their feet. Peo-
ple are hurrying, A new day,
with ifs cares and concerns,
ix heginning, Automobiles are
also hurrying, passing one
another.

A np longer young but still

young strong man of mids
height ~walks unhurriedly
alon\g the sidewalk, breathing
the frosty air with pleasure.
He l¢ wearing a warm sheep-
skin-lined coat and a fur hat.
The man is obviously de-
lighted hy the morning and
the frost and the rushing
stream of pedestrians, Oc-
casionally people bump into
him. “Excuse me,” they hast-
ily say to him, “Don’t men-
tion it,” he answers pleas-
antly, speaking with a slight
accent,

He glances at the people,
at the trolleybus stop and,
with cheerful good-nature
gpezes, after a Ifashionable
young girl in a minicaat, who
is being borne along to the
saving warmth of a subway
stution. He looks with inter-
est at boys with schoolbags
on their shoulders throwing
snowballs at each other on
the boulevard, He always
smiles, this man with a good
and open face,

Who is he, what 5 te smil-
ing at, what unusual things
has he found on the houle-
vard, in the coated trees, on
this ordinary Moscow rmorn-
ing? The young boys on the
houlevard, the passers-by on
the sidewalk—who of them.
could Imagine the surprising
Lfe story of the man who
smiled at them this morning?
He hag heen called a mystery
man—his life a’ riddle. Long
vears, whale decades, 30 long
years of eternal riddles. A life
as complex as a labyrinth.

A Meeting ai the CLA.

In the spring of 1951, an
Important meeting was called
in the office of one of the
leaders of the Central Intellis
geace Agency, the sanctum
sanctorum of the Ametican
secret_service. In addition to
Allen Dulles, around the long
table sat Frank Wisner, the
head of the service for super-
secret subversive palitical op-
erations. His post was a
secret even to trusted work-
ers, he was listed as an as-
sistant to the director of the
department for policy coordi-

nation. Alongside him was his
assistant, Frank Lindsay.

The participants in the
meeting were waiting for an
important guest. Kim Philby,
the head of a special Halson
mission between the British
secret service and the CLA.
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stir up trouble in various
places, which, when merged
together, would lead to an
explosion and the toppling
of the existing system.

A big stake had been
placed on the operaticn. Ac-
cording to the thinking of
its originators. It was, in the
first place, a “test stone”
and, in the second, was sup-
posed to become the start-
ing point for broad countre«
tevolutionary actions against
all the Socialist countries,
The teams of saboteurs were
waiting for the signal for the
drop. Lindsay, Wisner's as-
sistant, had been designated
the immediate executor of
the gperation,

Philby approved the plan;
certain details seemed to have
been inadequately worked
out and he made a2 mumber
of corrections. The partici-
pants in the meeting caught
his every word; Philby’s
opinion was worth a good
deal. Dulles, puffing on his
pipe, listened to the English
guest with emphasized re-
spect. He had vast informa-
tion about him. He knew that
Philby had gathered experi-
ence as Iong before as the
Spanish Civil War, that
Franco had personally pinned
the Red Military Cross on his
chest. Dulles also knew ahout
the extensive ties between
the English spy and the rul-
ing circels of Hitler's Ger-
many, the fact that Philby
regularly visited Berlin before
the war, where he quite
simply met with von Ribben-
trop. He was an outstanding
specialist and the C.LA. knew

‘It Was a Catastrophe’

One of the most significant
nperations of the C.1.A,, care~
fully concealed throughout
the subsequent 17 years of
the cold war, ended in an un-
expected failure. The team of
dropped men was greeted in
a proper way. It was a catas-
trophe, and mounring was
observed in C.LA, headquar-
ers.

All 1he services were
turned upside down. All the
possible  hypotheses linked
with the failure of the opera-
tion that had heen so pains-
takingly prepared were pains-
takingly analyzed. All but
one, Dulles, a man with
imagination, could imagine
everything that suited him.
But even in a nightmare he
could not conceive that a
staff warker of the Sovief
intelligence had sat opposite
him at the table in his office
that August morning.

Soviet spy Xim Philby had
tulfilled his Jatest assignment
from the center.

And row it became our
turn to sit at the same table
with Kim Philby. The table
was 2 small one, the polish
does not shine. An English
table. covered with old work
papers. The rest of the furni-
ture, which seemed to have
arrived in this Moscow apart-
ment straight form the novels
of Dickens, also suited hit—
&he‘darifened wood of the

; Al
v
Harcld A. R. Philby, former
British agent who also as-
sisted Soviet Union. He has
written 80,000-word hook,

that first time,” he langhs.
“I imagined it all much more
romantically. But the assign-
ments during that period
were, as it seemed 10 me,
insignificant, although they
were & real school for the
big work. 1 had much mare
enthusiams at that time than
experience, and of course
they could not enfrust seri-
ous aperations to me,”

Comrade Philby takes out
a package of Pamir cigar-
eites, and we all start to
smoke,

“I am used to the sirang
kind.” he explains to us, and
then, after 2 moment of
silence, continues:

“T did what 1 could at the
time and 1 was happy to
learn one day that 1had been
enrolled on the staff of
Saviet intelligence.”

‘A Rather Long Story’

“How, comrade Kim, did
you happen to get into the
English intelligent service?”

“That's a rather long
story,” he says. “After finish-
ing Ci i

of the English colonial ad-
ministration in India. He
was a man of preat erudi-
tion and varied knowledge;
he distinguished himself by
his conservative views and
was desperately fascinated
by Arabic studies. This
certainly explains that his
second wife was of Arabic
origin. The Hindi and Arabic
languages entered my life
very early, and then later—
German, French, Spanish,
Turkish and then Russian.”

“But what kind of a
strange name, Kim, did they
give you?”

“Strictly spezking my full
name sounds more pompous
==~Harold Adrian Russell Phil-
by. But my father named
nme Kim after one of Kip-
ling’s characiers. And so the
name stuck all my life.”

“What happened then?”

“Then my family moved to
London, and in 1929 I en-
tered  Cambridge, Trinity,
one of the higgest and most
aristocratic colleges, T
studied wefl, and read a lot.
‘This is where my story be-
gins. Engiand, like the other
capitalist countries, was liv-
ing through a devastating
economic crisis in  those
years. The country was
scourged by unemplovment,
the labor market was broken
by lines of hungry, desperate
people. But the funereal
cold of Fascism was already
blowing through the worid,
Repercussions  of all  this
reached even our very prop-
er college,

“We argued a good deal,
sought ouf the answers to
our problems in books and
strove to understand what
could give people some kind
of salvation from the woes
that were overcoming them.

“Trips that my friends and
1 made on summer vacations
to certain Western European
countries—primarily Germany
and Austria—became decisive
life, all

the

in W was
1o tzke part in working out
an operation of extreme im-
portance. The CLA. had
pinned high hopes on the
British guest, a prominent
member of the British secret
service who was considered
an outstanding expert on op-
erations against the Soviet
Union and other Socialist
countries. Philby had stood at
the cradle of the C.LA=the
American espionage system
was created under the guid-
ance of the highly experi-
enced British secret service.

he Englishman was as
precise as ever. He arrived
on the minute. Yery elegant,
thoughtful, he was the mode}
of a British gentleman.” A
slight stammer did not spoil
hig speech, and legends of
the power of his charm cir-
culated in both the CLA.
and the British secret serv-
ice. After cordially greeting
those asserbled, he took his
seat at_the table.

The C.LA. had been ordered
to work out an operation on
organizing a counterrevolu-
tionary uprising in one of the
Dalkan Socialist countries,
The first stage in this action
was suppased to be the
dropping of a group of sev.
eral hundred saboteurs on
the territory of this country.
Almost all of them were
emigrés from the country.
The group was supposed to

that seems almost preten-
tious to our modem taste
and the fireplace, an electric
one though. The apartment
is filled with books, of all
}ginds for the most part Eng-
150,

The host of the apartment
fits harmoniously in this en-
vironment. He is very calm,
unhurried, his big gray head
with a straight part is seated
on strong shoulders and his
weathered, masculine face is
soffened by bright eyes with
a slight squint. When he
smiles, wrinkles run from the
corners of his eves to his
temples and his face becomes
even warmer. Kim Philby, a
man of great destiny, is re-
ceiving us, two Soviet jour~
nalists, for the first time.

There are millions of ques-
tions in our heads, but where
should we begin? Comrade
Philby quite obviously catches
the confusion on our faces,

“Let us_start with the be-
ginhing,” he proposed softly,

from the stove, as the Rus-
sians say.””

His English reveals him as
a man of high culture,

He was born in the In-
dian town of Ambala and
spent the first four years of
his life in India.

“On Jan. 1 I will be 56,”
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or my sub

this helped me to broaden
Ty idea of the world. Meet-
ings with new people, from
whom 1 had been cut off at
Cambridge, opened the truth
of life.

Austria was covered with
the blood of the workers, it
was going through a particu-
jarly difficult time. I under-
stood on which side of the
harricades my place was. I
felt every minute that my
ideals and convictions, my
sympathies and desires, were
on the side of those who
fight for a better future for
mankind. In my pative Eng-
land, in my own homeland,
1 also saw people seeking the
truth and fighting for it.

“1 painfully sought out the
means of being useful to the
great movement of modern
times, the name of which is
Communism. The personifi.
cation of these ideas is the
Soviet Union and its heraic
Fenple, who have laid the
foundation for the construc-
tion of a new world. And I
found the form for this strug-
gle in my work in Soviet
espionage. 1 felt, and I still
feel, that by doing this work
1 also served my English
people.””

“Can you still recail, Com-
rade Kim, what your first as-
signment from Soviet intelli-

worked for
2 while as an editor and then
set out 3¢ & war correspond-
ent to Spain for The Times.
It was February, 1937, That
battle against Fascism that
was developing on the fields
of Spain was in the heart of
every honest person. For me,
as as py, it was a university
of practical <xperience, T
learned the knack of hiding
my thoughts, of passing my-
self off as something other
than what I was. In public
statemeants I passed myself
off as as upporter of Franca.
This naturally found reflec-
tion in my correspendence.
They were very pleased with
me in the press department
of Francg’s staff.”

Kim Philhy thoughtfully
Iooks ouf the window—he is
continually frowning slight-
Iy—and them {akes from a
box on the table a cross on
an ornamental ribbon, holds
it ot to us and continues
his narrative.

“I lived at the time in
Bilbao. One day an officer an
Franco’s_staff came to me,
sat me in a car and drove
me off to the Fascist head-
quarters i Burgos. They led
me inte a hall where a group
of ridiculously pompous gen-
erals was standing.

“In the center was the
“Generalissimo”  himself. 1
noticed that all of them,
cluding Franco, were very
sohrt. 1 was introduced, After
a_few minutes the Cau.
dillo with extreme ceremony
handed be this very cross. He
then showed great pieasure
in my work=~of all the West-
em journalists I was one of
the few to be given this
exotic award. The cross also
played its role in my entry
into the intelligence service.

“I returnéd to England,
and after some time 1 went
out again as Times corre-
spondent who had been
scorched by the winds of war
to {lluminate the military ac-
tions of the British expedi-
tionary corps in France.
After  Dunquerque in the
summer of 1940, 1 was again
in London. Here all of a sud-
den I entered the British
secret service on assignment
from Soviet intelligence. Be-
fore that, from 1935 to 1937,
I repeatedly went, also on
assignment from the center,
to Berlin, where 1 had met
with many prominent Nazi
chiefs and most of all with
Ribbentrop.”

Talks With Nazi Leader

“Won't you tell us, com-
rade Kim, about this in more
detail, and particularly about
your meeling with Ribben-
trop?”

“As 1 have already told
you, I had the reputation of
a pro-Fascist, which was a
great advantage for my work,
I was an active member of
the Anglo-German Friendship
Society, and while Ribben-
trap was Ambassador to Lor-
don, I made cigse contact
with him, Then he became
Foreign Minister under Hit-
ler, but our meetings did not
cease, Every time 1 came to
Berlin Ribbentrop gave me a
warm welcame at Unter Den
Linden. The informationl got

now in the British intelligence
service’

“'Yes, mow a new perlod of
my life has started. Soon
afterwards Fascist Germany
treacherously atttacked the
Soviet Union; T did all [ could
to aid the peoples of Britain,
the Soviet Union, France and
the ather countries of the
anti-Hitler coalition to defeat
Fascist Germany. Af that
period, all Soviet agents had
no other thought, no aim in
life, other than to contribute
1o the swiftest defeat of

Nazism.”

Comrade Philby is chvious-
ly modest. For exaniple, he
did not say anything shout
his own direct contribution
10 the cause of struggle against
the Fascist ens{avets. But his
colleagues told us that Kim
Philhy’s work helped to neu-
tralize many German agents
‘who had been sent to Britain
as well as the Soviet Union.
He was also the first to send
information on the Fascists™
intention to use new kinds of
military techniques on the
Saviet front. Philhy’s work
helped t0 save the lives of
thousands of Soviet people.

“And how did you: work in

!.hewsn'tish intelligence serv-

e?
ML-5 and MI-§

“I went up the service
staircase. A year later T be.
came deputy chief one of the
MI1-6 depariments.”

“MI-6—what does
mean?”

“There are two Secret serv-

lces in Britain: MI-5 is the

code name of the counter-
intelligence service. M6 is
the secret Intelligence service
itgelf”

“The western press noted
that your rapid progress was
explained by extraordinary,
rare gualities—you were the
best marlksman, you had iron
nerves and, apparently, what
is also important, you at-
tracted penple by your
charm, Is this true?

“Well, it is hard for me fo
judge, but things went well,
though life was not all that
simple. T was up against the
razor blade; each meeting
with 2 liaison man was a big
risk for me.

“I specialized in the sub-
versive  activities against
“Communist” countries, be-
came an expert and when, in
-844, T was appointed chief
of the secret service deparé.
ment working  against the
U RS.R. and the international
Comtiutiist movement, no-
body was surprised. The
department was shortly te-
named ‘Anti-Communist Serv-
ice.' You can imagine what
kind of information 1 was
able to send to Moscow.”

“Comrade Kim, the West-
€rn press says that you were
the third man of importance
in the British secret service
and that you could have
someday headed the entire
British  intelligence  service
because of your ability and
rapid rise. Is that true?*

"I did my job, they were
satisfied with me. In 1946 1
was awarded the Order of
the British Empire.”

Then Kim Philby turns his
memory back to the Turkish
period. Early in the summer
of 1947 he was sent as Brit.
ish secret service resident in
Istanbul, using diplomatic
cover. It was the most im-
portant area of operation
then. The intelligence serw-
ices of Western countries
had concentrated their best
forces there, close to the bor-
ders of the Soviet Union, Bul-
garia and other Sorialist
countries. Istanbul became
the center for the intelligence
operations of the cold war.

Kim Philby worked tire-
lessly, often on London's
orders, to organize any kind
of “action,” and visited the
Soviet border in the Ararat
region. Ships passing through
the Bosporus were the object
of his people's abservations.
In this giant “town of 500
mosques” was spun & com-
plicated web of political in-
trigues  and  conspiracies.
from Kim Philby came a
huge flow of the most vaiu-
able information ahout the

that

work of the Anglo-American
services from the territory of
the country against the
Soviet Union. Everything
that is of interest to Soviet
intelligence, that is Import-
ant for the strengthening of
the Socialist camp, was
quickly transmitted to Mos-
cow. Kim Philby had to work
24 hours a day.

“It was easier for James
Bond,” he quips. “How good
things were in the noveis of
my old friend, Ian Fleming,
Bond’s only worries werc
g4y holidays and amorous in-

rigues.”

“What, did you also know
Fleming?™

“Of ~ course. He also

worked int the secret service.
He was aide to the Director
of Naval Intelligence, Gra-
ham  Greene—alsa a  col-
league of mine from those
days—worked in intelligence,
Today he is actually a great
and respected writer.”

. Kim Philby points to one of
his bookshelves, It is filled
with various editions of nov-
els by Greene.

“Now that the comversa-
tion has tumed to zuthors,
perhaps, Comrade Kim, you
would tell us the secret of
your literary tastes?

“That Is a Big Question®

“That is a big question,”
lie say=, “Iwould have to say
too many names. There would
be Dickens and Tolstoy, Dos-~
toyevsky and BalzaC, Tur-
genev and Chekhov, Of mod-
ern authors, apart from
Greene,  used to like Stein-
beck, However, I can't under-
stand why he wrote about
Vietnam. I am glad that I
was able to bring the major-
ity of books that T have heen
collecting all my life to Mos-
cow and that they are wiih
me now."

“If you don’t mind, let us
returnt o intelligence,” we
sy,

“From 1949 to 1951, I
headed the English intelli-
gence liaison missian in
‘Washington. Tasks connected
with links between the two
intelligence  services were
anly the external part of my
activity, London entrusted
me on the one hand, with
the task of consulting the
C.LA., as far as possible with
guiding the institution, which
was still young at this time.
On the other hand, I was
faced with the extremely dit-
ficult task of defending
British secret service againsg
the C.LA.,, which was show-
ing clear intentions of swal-
lowing its ally, I turned up in
the Iair of American intelli-
gence, In fact, at this time ¥
formed close ties with both
Allen Dulles and with the
present Director of the C.LA.,
Richard Helms, as well as
with J. Edgar Hoover, the
F.B.I chief.”

“Would it be

sketch of these élite figures
in American intelligence?*

“It is hard to do it briefly,
but I will try.” He smiles as
he thinks to himself, “Dulles,
as you know, was the first
civilian to head the CIA. He
was cautious in his relations
with people, but in fact had a
haughty attitude toward them.
He did not thoroughly inves-
tigate matters and, I would
say, for all his aggressive-
ness, he was a dilettante. The
best example of this was the
adventure over the invasion
of Cuba, which was such a
shameful failure, Tt is consid-
ered that he got the joh
thanks to his brother, John
Foster Dulles, then the Sec-
reatry of State.

‘Exceptionally Discreet®

“The next—Helms. I did
my best to develop the most

cordial relationship with him. .

It is easy to work with this
man, though his is exception-
ally discreet. Helms did not
invent gunpowder. He, of
cotirse, is not Gen. Walter
Bedell Smith, 2 one-time C.LA.
chief. He is more of an i
triguer than a specialist in
his trade. As a C.LA. man
once said to me, Heims is
connected with a certain
influentis)  poitiea)  prowp.

from him was interesting. [
must say, by the way, that
Ribbentrop was himself a

re

i

Philby Offers to Drop Book as Part of Spv Trade

state.

passible for |
you, Comrade Kim, to give .
some kind of brief character !

which has always urged him
on.
“As for Hoover, he is a
notorious counterintelligence
man, who controls an ap-
paratus of repression that is
monstrous in scale. At times
ty conversations with Hoa-
ver were extremely curious.
They got on to discussions
of the warking methods of
Soviel intelligence. They were
most enthralling chats.”

Comrade Kim finds it hard
Lo keep back a smile.

“But the person who really
made an indelible impression
on me, he adds, ‘‘was
Honver's deputy, Mr. Ladd.
This asteniskingly dense pes-
sonage rried t4 convi nie
in all seriny-ness that Frank-
Jin Ruvserell was a Comin-
tern agent.”

“Apart from  those you
have mentioned, have you
managed to visii many other
countries over these long
years?”

“I haven’t specially counted
them, but I should think
about 20. I had my specific
work, my tasks in each coun-
try. One had adapt onself to
them. As a spy with a known
length of service, 1 presented
excellent opportunities for
traps. They lay in wait for
me at every step.

“Because of the nature of
my activities I had to or-
ganize all sorts of operations
against the Soviet Union and
other Socialist countries and
then torpedo them myself. T
always found support in
thinking about the sofidarity,
the reliability of the rear.’I
regularly met in  varjous
countries with representalives
of the center. Such meetings
were great events for me,
they filled me with new
strengih. Still more impori-
ant were trips to Moscow. 1
Knew that control highly
valued my work, and trusted
2. all the same, despite
all my self-controi, T was ex-
cited when [ heard that [ had
heen awarded the Order of
the Red Banner.

‘Sincere Friends’ of Soviet

“I was also very much
helped in my work by the
fact that, even in Western
countries, T continually came
across sincere friends of the
Soviet people, peuple whose
entive hearts were devoted
w0 i-m. T saw that these
peopie were prepared to in-
voive themselves in  the
struggle for the security of
the world's finest Socialist
Moreover, among the
af Western coun-
v
intel

members
e

-
tries’
Trm
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ple like myself who have de-
vated themselves to the
struggle against Fascism, to
the international solidarity of
the workers. And the num-
ber of such people is cortin-
ually growing.”

“Comrade Kim. would you
ant tell us something abuut
your present life?”

‘And Here T Am®

“My wark in the British
intelligenee snrvice took place
i difficult  cireum-

e
to the Soviet Union with the
aim of guaranieeing my safe-
fv. And here Iam. 1 have
Just finished work on a book.
Within the framework of the
possible and reasonable 1,
from the posilion of a spy,
illuminate in it various mo-
ments of my life. Many
pages of the book have the
most_direct connection with
certain circles in a string of
West European countries.

“I travel a lot through the
boundless Soviet land, which
has become my second home.
Immediately after this book
I am thinking of strating an-
other, and then I wil write
another. T have many plans.
I am a journalist. In my free
time I do all sorts of things
—from music to skiing and
fretwork. 1 go to the the-
ater and regutarly attend con-
certs. A day or two agn I
saw with plcasure the play
‘All's Well That Ends Well,"
petformed by the Royal
Shakespeare Company, In &
word, I live a2 full-blooded
life. 1 cannot complain about
my health.”

“Comrade Kim, a last, per-
haps rathor straightforward
question: Are you happy?”

‘‘The major part of my life
is behind me. Looking hack
over the past years, [ don't
think that I lived them in
vain. Yes, I am happy. 1}
would like on my own accord
16 repeat the words of Felix
Dzgrzhinsky, the kaight of
the Reyolution, the great hu-
manist: ‘If 1 had to begin my
life again, I would begin it
just as I did*”

We say Farewell. The four-
hour eonversation is over, OF
caurse, the 30 unusual years
of this astonishing man have
not all fited into these four
hours. We arrange new meet-
ings. Comrade Philby prom-
ises to visit our editorial of-
fices. We congratulate him
from the bottom of our hearts
on the coming jubilee—the
50th  anniversaty of  the
Cheka-K. . B.—the fastival of

hekists, It i in«




